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‘Virus-X’ epidemic breaks 
out in Australia. Thou- 
sands hospitalised. Vac- 
cine supplies flown to 
all parts, Medicists are 
stumped as to original 
cause of virus. 


Alpha Centauri Planets are 
spotted on superpowered 
mapping videoscopes. 


Zodiac and crew land on 
Astra. Chaos and carnage 
in capital city. Party splits 
up to trace invaders. Venus 
kidnapped. 


After many days, Cory 
Finance President is lo- 
cated in Alps. 


Fort Knox attacked! Cap- 
tain Black spotted in area. 
Spectrum forces fly in. 


Kahra City Trade Exhibi- 
tion commences in New 
York. Martian President 
arrives for opening. 


Premier disappears. Blame 
attributed to S.O.F.R.A.M. 
infiltrators. Agent 21 un- 
veils plot to cause inter- 
planetary war. 


New ship ‘Regis’ launched. 
Liner incorporates revolu- 
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Statue of late World Pres’ 
dent Bandranaik is un- 
veiled in small provincial 
Bereznik town. Bereznik 
officials deny rumours that 
they are losing influence. 


Paris is attacked by band 
of fire-raisers. Plea sent out 
to International Rescue for 
assisting evacuation of 
trapped residents 
damaged buildings. 


ae 


Thunderbirds arrive _ in| 
Paris. Attend to disasters.| 
Agent 21 called in to trace| 
arsonists. | 


A 1970 Moon capsule is 
among the ‘History of 
Space’ exhibits in the new) 
wing of the Louvre Museum 
in Paris. 


Troy Tempest investigates 
new undersea mystery. 


Cause of Australian epi- 
demic found to be carried 
by Kahran illegal immi- 
grant. Patient immediately 
put through immunisation 
procedure. 


Stingray radios to Marine- 
ville from within an under- 
sea volcano. Rumblings 
had been recorded but are 
now over. Stingray re- 
called by Comdr. Shore. 


tionary atomic rotor-pro- 
pulsion system and is 
manned by skeleton crew 
with computer controls, 
operated from land. 


Fireball XL5 returns to 
Earth. Astra robot invaders, 
proved to be from distant 
galaxy, repelled after in- 
tense battle. Work starts 
on rebuilding of London 
Car Vue by Cory Finance. 
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25 


Astran Empire, in outer- 
space, invaded. Ambas- 
sador alerts Space City. 
Fireball XL5 blasts off. 


Cory Finance President 
missing on mountaineering 
expedition. Bereznik busi- 
ness rivals accused. 


Undersea volcano erupts! 
Stingray clear of danger- 
zone. Tidal wave occurs on 


‘Regis’ explodes! Thou- 
sands slain. World Gov- 
ernment sends investiga- 
tors to disaster area to 
discover cause. 


Meteorite of large propor- 
tions crashes into tundra 
region of Siberia. Shock 
waves register throughout 
a radius of 100 miles. 
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Captain Scarlet returns to 
Cloudbase after successful 
mission concerning U.S.A. 


rodeo tragedy. Centauri 
Planets named ‘Zodiac’ 
and ‘Price’, by World 
Government. 


Entire Fort Knox complex 
blows up. Retro-metabol- 
ised in front of Spectrum 
agents. Scarlet believed to 
have entered previous day. 


Steve Zodiac reports from 
Astra—states enemy forces 
take-over of Government 
buildings. Invaders de- 
scribed as Humanoids. 
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Portuguese coast caused 
by pressure of volcanic 
eruption. _International 
Rescue appears at devas- 
tated coastal towns. 


Britain names date for 
‘second generation’ deci- 
mal coinage change. One 


two ‘decimas'. 


Undersea volcano neutral- 
ised by Stingray, utilising 
a new  magnetic-based 
chemical. Powerof volcano 
completely exhausted. 


Scarlet finally emerges 
from Fort Knox. Spectrum 
silent even to TV21. Zero X 
returns to Earth from Venu- 
sian mission, in a dramatic 
crash-land due to mal- 
function of retro-system. 


new penny will 
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World Government meets economy! Captain Black ‘Regis’ wreckage exam- 

to discuss the various fought Scarlet heavily to 30 ined. Mysteron influence 

crises on and beyond regain control of gold, but suspected. Original pas- 

Earth territories. was unsuccessful. senger list rescreened. 
Many individuals found to 

After months of secrecy, Martian President found as. have officially died, several 

14 Captain Scarlet tells of 22 Kahra City rebel officials months before. 

foiled Mysteron plot to threaten to take over. 

transform Fort Knox's gold President reinstated as 

into tin—thus ruining world militants deposed. 


Revolution Bereznik. 
1 Fierce mob roaming north- 
eastern sector, intent on 
destroying all government 
dictatorial establishments. 


JUNIE 


97 Rebellion quashed. Thou- 
sands murdered by Berez- 
nik dictatorship. 


99 Secret Agent 21 captures 
Paris arsonists. 


British Electronics make 
30 take-over bid for French 
industrialist's _ cahelium- 
manufacturing company. 


Floating oil-rig—off Argen- 
tinian coast—blows up, in- 
curring loss of life. Investi- 
gation reveals malfunction 
of control-computer. 
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ames Ashton walked 
swiftly across the 
grounds of the small 


S.W.O.R.D. encampment. 
He was singing quietly and 
polished two apples on his 
jacket. Ashton was happy. 
Today he was free from his 
usual Rejects’ routine of 
helping Project S.W.O.R.D 
perform the menial tasks 
camp life demanded. 

walked jauntily over 
the even ground and made 
his way to the camp peri- 
meter. 

Which job is George 
doing today? he thought. 
Bet he's on craft main- 
tenance. Scramble Bug— 
that's it! 

The Reject could see the 
large, full shapes of the 
vehicle hangars looming 
up at him. He started to 
hurry towards them. 

“Reject James Ashton. I've 
come to see George Barrat— 
he's.a friend of mine.” 

The burly S.W.O.R.D. 
guard nodded, "Over in num- 
ber five—working on th 
interior of Scramble Bug Six." 

Ashton walked into the 
huge hangar, Nestling under 
the vast dome-roof were the 


six Scramble 
cream of the S.W.O.R.D. fleet 
—the triple-sectioned craft 
capable of travelling over all 
known terrain, 

He made his way to Scram- 
ble Bug Six. 


Bugs—the 


“Hey, George, It's me, 
Jimmy!" called Ashton, as he 
caught a glimpse of Barrat 
seated in the cockpit. 

“V've brought you some- 
thing!” 

But there was no reaction 
from Barrat. He just sat there 
staring into space. 


“George, come on. No need 
to be anti-social. Look— 
here's an apple." 

Ashton started to climb the 
metal ladder that was propped 
up against the craft and which 
led to the cockpit. Still Barrat 
sat there. 

“Stop playing games, 
George—if the guards see 
you doing nothing, you'll be 
for it!” 

Ashton lifted the glass 
dome that provided a shield 
to the cockpit and lobbed the 
apple towards his friend. 

“Here, catch!” 

In that split-second, Ash- 
ton waited for his friend's 
hands to swing up suddenly 
to receive it. 

That didn't happen, The 
apple struck George hard in 
the face! But he just sat there, 
not moving a muscle. Then he 
pitched forward and slumped 
to the floor of the craft. He 
had been dead for some time. 

Deaths were quite common 
in the London Reject camp. 
Most of the people who lived 
there had no chance of be- 
ing transported to one of 
S.W.O.R.D.'s space colonies. 
They were doomed to spend 
the rest of their days, miser- 


ably, on Earth's rotting sphere, 
until they either died—or the 
Earth did. 

Ever since the Earth's evac- 
uation had started, after the 
huge, threatening meteorite 
had fallen, many months ago, 
people had been divided into 
two groups. The firstincluded 
those who were essential to 
a future existence on other 
planets and the second, those 
who were not—like the people 
who lived in the Reject camps. 
Sometimes these chose to 
die—as an alternative to a 
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pointless life of waiting . . . 
waiting for the meteorite to 
explode, 

“George Barrat took his 
‘own life while the..." 


“No, no, no! | knew him... . 
hewouldn’t,..he couldn't..." 

"Silence! Get that man out 
of here!” 

Struggling and protesting, 
James Ashton was taken by 
two S.W.O.R.D, guards and 
bundled from the court-room, 
‘An hour later, he was sitting 
in a chair opposite the Camp 
Controller. 

“That was a foolish demon- 
stration, Ashton. Why did 
you do it?” 

Under the cool, understand- 
ing eye of the Commander, 
Ashton felt himself becoming 
much calmer, 

“L... 1 knew Barrat very 
well, Sir—better than anyone 
else in the camp. He couldn't 


have committed suicide. He 
just wasn't the sort. Besides, 
even if he were planning to, | 
would have known about it 
Jong before. | was one of the 
few people he confided in."* 

“Aren't you being a little 
unreasonable, Ashton? The 
bullet wound... the gun... 
the fingerprints . . . the angle 
of the shot... even the note." 

“Note! What note?” 

“Didn't you hear about it? 
Must have been after you left 
the courtroom. Yes, they 
found a note in George 
Barrat's quarters. He had 
obviously planned the whole 
thing.” 

“May | see it, Sir?” 

“OF course, I'll have a word 
with the coroner's depart- 
ment. They hold all the 
evidence. But, listen, Ashton, 
As far as | am concerned, 
Barrat did kill himself. All the 


evidence points to it. If you 
can clear your friend's name 
of suicide—then, good luck 
to you. But don't make a 
nuisance of yourself." 
Ashton stared at the Com- 
mander for a moment and 
then he rose to go, “Yes, of 
course, Sir. | understand,” 


Half-an-hour later, Ashton 
was sitting in his own room 
gazing at the piece of paper 
he held. He had already read 
ita hundred times, Each time, 
it became more confusing, It 
was Barrat's writing, all right. 
But somehow it wasn't the 
sort of thing that Barrat would 
say. It didn't seem to ring 
true, He studied it again: 
"Rejects are miserable and 
so are Casuals. Soon | will 
die anyway. Take me to 
S.W.O.R.D. H.Q. for crema- 
tion.’ 

It was true that a sort of 
burial service took place at 
S.W.O.R.D, H.Q,, but why ask 
to be taken there when it was 
a matter of course? 


But, if Barrat didn't actually 
commit suicide he must have 
been forced to write this note 
before he was shot, perhaps 
because he knew something 
he wasn't supposed to, If so, 
what was it he had dis- 
covered? What had he found 
out that was important 
enough for someone to 
murder him? 


A jumble of unanswered 
questions whirled in Ashton's 
mind as he made his way to 
Barrat's room. Perhaps he 
could find a clue. But when 
he opened the door, he knew 
it was hopeless. The room 
was so bare; a couple of 
books on a shelf above the 
bed, and a few personal be- 
longings scattered here and 
there. But there were no 
letters, no papers. Where was 
he to look? 

He picked up one of the 
books and turned the spine 
towards him; Economic His- 
tory. He putit back and looked 
at the other; Elementary 
Cryptography. He thumbed 
through the pages and 
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paused . . . his brain register- 
ing a mark he had 
momentarily focused on. Sud- 
denly, he felt excited. Swittly, 
he turned back to where he 
had seen the faint pencil 
mark, Yes, there it was! 
Breathlessly, he read the 
passage that had been under- 
lined: ‘A simple example of 
this method would be to 
write an apparently innocent 
message, making every other 
word, or every third one, part 
of a secret message . .. 

Ashton snapped the book 
shut, He almost threw it back 
on the shelf, and he hurried 
back to his own room. 
Quickly, he found a pencil and 
began to scribble underneath 
Barrat’s message. 

Try every other word, that’ 
Rejects miserable so Casuals. 
‘I die. Take to for .. .’ That 
was meaningless. Impatiently, 
Ashton scribbled down every 
third word: ‘Rejects and 
Casuals will take S.W.O.R.D. 
H.Q.' Hardly able to believe 
his eyes, Ashton stared at the 
words he had written. They 
made sense, all right. Could 
it be coincidence? Rejects 
and Casuals will take 


ea ( \—4 


S.W.O.R.D. H.Q.—it was plain 
enough. Rejects in the camp 
had joined up with the 
Casuals and were plotting to 
attack the S.W.O, 
quarters. Barrat 
found out about it, somehow 
... and they had killed him, 
making it appear to be suicide, 

Ashton stuffed the paper 
back in his pocket and made 
for the door. But just as he 
was about to pull it open, it 
was pushed violently from the 
other side, and there, framed 
in the doorway, was a huge, 
red-uniformed figure of a 
S,W.O.R.D. camp guard . . . 
Ashton felt the barrel ofalaser 
rifle grinding hard against his 


ribs. 

“Hold it, Ashton!" 

“What... what do you 
want?” 

“A few moments ago, you 
came out of Barrat's room, 
didn't you?" 

“Yes, that's right.” 

“What were you doing in 
there? You knew he was 


dead." 
“Yes, | did. | was a close 
friend .. . | was just clearing 


his things up for him. What's 
wrong in that?” 

For a moment, the two men 
stood eyeing each other 
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coldly and then slowly the 
rifle was lowered, 

“All right. But remember, 
Ashton, keep out after this. 
There's nothing you can do 
now..." 

The door slammed in Ash- 
ton's face. He wiped the per- 
spiration from his forehead 
and slumped into the chair. 

It was only yesterday, he 
reflected, that he had spent 
some time chatting to the 
guard . , . so why should 
Lieutenant Bream have sud- 
denly become so unfriendly? 
Was it possible that he was, 
in some way, connected with 
the plot? 


A few minutes later he was 
back in. the Commander's 
office. 

“Please be quick, Ashton. 
I'm very busy." 

i's about Barrat, Sir, | 
think..." 

"Have you forgotten what | 
said toyou, Ashton? As far as 
I'm concerned, Barrat com- 
mitted suicide—unless you 
can show me proof to the 


contrary.” 
“But, Sir, I think..." 
“That's all | hear—you 


think! Do you know, Ashton? 
Can you prove anything?” 
“Well, no, Sir, not exactly, 
But..." 
“Then don't waste my time, 
I'm sorry, Ashton, but | did 
warn you. If you want to carry 
out a private investigation, 
it's up to you, But | can't be 
involved in it: Is that clear?" 
"Yes, Sl 
"Good. Then please don't 
bother me again unless you 
have definite evidence that 
Barrat was murdered,” 


Late that night, Lieutenant 
Bream checked out at one of 
the guard-points round the 
camp. Then, after exchanging 
a few friendly words with the 
other guard, he hurried across 
the long grass that skirted 
the camp and disappeared 
among the shadows of the 
derelict buildings that had 
‘once been the world’s biggest 
city. Somewhere, not far 
behind him, a pebble rattled 
across the _rubble-strewn 
road, Butthe Lieutenant didn't 
hear It. 

Ashton paused for a 
moment, holding his breath, 
and then cautiously hurried 
after his quarry. 


Ten minutes later, Ashton 
stopped again. He stared 
about him into the darkness. 
There was no sign of Bream, 
Where had he gone? One 
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minute he had been there and 
the next, he had disappeared! 
Ashton moved slowly and 
thoughtfully towards the near- 
est of the deserted, broken- 
down buildings that lurched 
drunkenly against the moon- 
less sky. 

There was the door, Per- 
haps... 

He slipped inside and stood 
there until his eyes became 
accustomed to the blackness. 
Nothing. He crept farther 
Inside the building, through 
another door, Then he noticed 
a faint glow of light over ina 


corner of the empty room. 
He went over to it, knelt down, 
and a moment later, was 
carefully prising open a small 
trapdoor. As he did so, the 
harsh light from the room 
beneath made him blink 
rapidly. When his eyes accus- 
tomed to the brilliance, he 
gasped in surprise. 

Below him was a huge well- 
lit basement room, as long as 
a football pitch. At the far end 
were armed vehicles of every 
description, all of them, brist- 
ling with all kinds of guns, 

Easy enough to get hold of, 


Ashton reflected. London 
was still littered with aban- 
doned vehicles. But he 


marvelled at the Casuals’ in- 
genuity in getting them here, 
and then converting them into 
heavily-armoured transportso 
effectively, 

And it was the work of the 
Casuals, For there were hun- 
dreds of them, sitting on the 
basement floor. An army of 
violent, embittered men, who 
were prepared to give their 
lives to any man who could 
devise a way of bringing 
down their hated enemy— 


. 


Project S.W.O.R.D. 
There were only two men 
standing up. One was obvi- 
ously the leader of the 
Casuals and the other— 
Lieutenant Bream, The Casual 
leader motioned the Lieu- 
tenant to address the as- 
sembly. He turned to face 
them. 
"You will be pleased to 
know, gentlemen, that Barrat 
—the one fly in the ointment— 
has been dealt with, Fortun- 
ately, the camp coroner re- 
turned a verdict of suicide. 1 
have thoroughly reprimanded 


my colleage for approaching 
Barrat in the first place. His 
files revealed that it was 
obvious that he wouldn't co- 
operate, However, a large 
number of the other Rejects 
are with us. Also, there are 
now sixty-three guards on 
cour side. When we give the 
word, there will be a rapid, 
well-organised mutiny in the 
camp. We will seize all avail- 
able weapons. Then we will 
join you for the march on 
S.W.O.R.D. H.Q. Surprise is 
our great advantage. In forty- 
eight hours’ time, gentlemen, 


we shall have taken 
S.W.O.R,D. Headquarters. 
From there, we can use 
S.W.O.R.D. spacecraft to 


quit Earth before that meteor- 
ite blows us all sky high!" 

‘An hour later, Ashton was 
stumblingthrough the bushes. 
He was bruised and tired 
from the long, devious jour- 
ney which he had taken to 
prevent him from being 
spotted by the midnight 
guard. But, now, he had the 
evidence he needed—and he 
had to act fast, He broke free 
from the undergrowth and 
straightened up. Then, sud- 
denly, he froze. A tall figure 
was silhouetted in front of 
him, It was Bream, his gun 
wavering slightly. 

“Well, well, Ashton again! 
And where have you been this 
time?" Ashton felt his heart 
beating violently against his 
chest. 

“I've been for a walk... 
that's all.” 

“But surely you know 
you're not supposed to leave 
the camp, Ashton. Where 
have you been walking? 
Come on, where?” 

Bream spat out the words 
as he stepped forward and 
dug the rifle into Ashton's 
stomach. Ashton winced, and 
decided to take a gamble. 

“I've been over there." He 
waved his arm behind him. 
"I've only been out of the 
camp five minutes or so— 
you can ask the guard at 
check-point eight. He saw me 
go. But he always turns blind 
eye." 

He saw Bream relax slightly 
and his own breathing be- 
come more regular. 

“All right, Ashton, But 
don't let it happen again, Is 
that clear?" With that, Bream 
turned and walked back to- 
wards the camp. Obviously, 
he wasn't going to check with 
the guard, Just as well! 

Once inside the camp, 
Ashton hurried towards the 
radio room. The vital thing 
was to warn S.W.O.R.D. H.Q. 
He would tell the Commander 
later, but even then it was 
doubtful if he had enough 
Joyal guards to defend the 
camp without help. But how 
could he get by the radio 
operator on duty? For all he 
knew, he might be one of 
Bream's men. There was only 
one thing for it. Reaching the 
radio room, he stood bracing 
himself outside. Then, with 
‘one swift movement, he burst 
in through the door, skidded 
on his heels as he saw where 
the operator was sitting, and 


leapt on him, The fight was 
swift and soon the operator 
was tied and gagged with his 
own waist belt and clothing. 
He sat slumped in the corner 
of the room. A moment later 
Ashton was tuning in to 
S.W.O.R.D.H.Q. Desperately, 
he glanced behind him at the 
‘open door. At any second, 
someone might appear. 

“Hello. . . S.W.O.R.D. 
Headquarters? Can you hear 
me?" 

“Receiving you now—who 
are you?” 

“It doesn't matter, just 
listen! Prepare for a massive 
attack within forty-eight hours: 
Sabie sete 

Suddenly, Ashton was 
jerked violently from his seat 
and hurled across the room, 
There was a ‘crack’—some- 
thing struck him and he slip~ 
ped into unconsciousness. 

When he came to, it was 
Bream's face that leered 
down at him. 

“You didn't fool me, Ash- 
ton! | reckoned you had found 
out something! 

“Fortunately, nobody at 
S.W.O.R.D. Headquarters will 
listen to your crazed babbl- 
ings... | caught you just in 
time. Now, walk to your room, 
Ashton. | shall be right be- 
hind you. Seems you'll have 
to get the same treatment as 
Barrat—it worked just fine 
with him!" 


They didn't find Ashton for 
quite some time. For the 
Reject camp was soon under 
attack from Bream's men. He 
was taking no risks, there was 
a chance that Ashton's mes- 
sage had got through. He had 
put forward all plans by 
thirty-six hours. 

The first the Commander 
knew about it, was when a 
dozen guards burst into his 
room. Yesterday, they had 
obeyed his orders. Now they 
were laying hands on him. 
Suddenly, he found himself 
with his back to the wall and 
then the truth dawned on 
him. In front of him three 
rifles were raised. He tried to 
back away but he felt only the 
solid wall. 

“No... no!” 

It was the same all over the 
camp. The slightest resist- 
ance by the guards was met 
with brutal retaliation by their 
disloyal colleagues. 

As the triumphant mutin- 
eers marched from the camp 
they were joined by the 
waiting Casuals. Then, 
swelled to a great army, they 
prepared for the final on- 


PEN 


slaught on S.W.O.R.D. H.Q. 

But James Ashton's death 
had not been in vain. 

The garbled message had 
been passed on to Supreme- 
Commander Janson. With all 
the skill and authority of an 
experienced leader, he organ- 
ised his defences. 

dust as the rebels drew 
near, Janson launched his air 
attack, Six fighters streaked 
towards the stunned rebel 
army and roared over them at 
almost ground level, They 
scattered in confusion with 
the sudden realisation that 
they were hopelessly unpre- 
pared for anattack of this kind. 
But there was no escape. 
Janson had mobilised his 
ground forces, too, and, even 
as the frightened men fled, 
they found themselves sur- 
rounded by S.W.O.R.D. 
vehicles and hundreds of 
soldiers, Nota shot was fired. 
There was no need, 

And, within afew hours, all but 
few of the rebels had been 
rounded up and taken away, 


It was nearly three days 
later that Commander Janson 
was discussing the battle 
with Captain Malone at 
S.W.O.R.D. H.Q. 

"You know something, 
Malone. If we hadn't been 
warned, those rebels would 
have made mincemeat of us, 
I'm sure of it, There were 
enough of them to box us in 
completely, we wouldn't have 
had room to move." 

“You're right. But who did 
warn us?” 

“Nobody knows. Just a 
voice . . . from somewhere. 
Funny thing, though, they 
found one of the Rejects back 
at the camp, in his room. 
S'pose it was too much for 
him . . . he'd committed 
suicide—shot himself. Left 
this note.” 

Janson handed a crumpled 
piece of paper across to 
Malone. He looked at it, and 
then read it out. 

““Barrat, my friend, died 
from misery, for in the 
S.W.O.R.D., camps _ loneli- 
ness and unhappiness are so 
bad. To do likewise must I.'" 

“Strange, isn't it?” 

“Well, | suppose you can't 
expect a suicidal man to 
write good English. Sounds 
as if he was upset by that 
other fellow's death—Barrat. 
Both gone a bit weak in the 
head, | shouldn't wonder," 

Malonescrewedupthepiece 
of paper and dropped it in the 
waste bin. “Still, at least they 
didn'thaveto face the mutiny.” 
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PHASE ONE 


QO... 1, 1969. A Chap- 


arral Missile Carrier moves 
swiftly across awind-whipped 
ill, Suddenly the whirring of 
the heavily-armed vehicle 
dies down as the great cater- 
pillartracks slow. The naviga- 
tor peers into his observation 
port, continually turning the 
missile carrier on the spot. 
But what he is looking for 
cannot be seen... 

The Chaparral is scouting 
for his detachment. 

Enemy paratroopers were 
spotted landing in the posi- 
tion he is now at - sent to 
infilfrate the detachment’s 
‘base’, attack the soldiers, 
destroy the weapons and 
vehicles. 

For five minutes the 
Chapatral navigator studies 
the land, searching for a sign 
of movement that will tell him 
he is on to the enemy ~ but 
no movement is to bp seen. 
The vehicle slowly thrns as 
though ready (telimeve out 
back to its base, 

The enemy is anxious. Have 


they been sighted? Is the 
Chaparral returning with a 
report that the paratroopers 
are there ? Will it return with a 
dozen other assault craft and 
blast them out of existence? 

The chance is too great to 
risk, The spying Chaparral 
must be dealt with here and 
now... 

An enemy bazooka shell 
rams the missile carrier in 
mid-rear, explodes, and sets 


craft's intricate _ mechanism 
Seconds later another shel 


flies from the enemy bazgoka,— 


‘aparral swivels around, its 
missiles tipping forward. The 
smoke makes it difficult to 
see just where the main body 
of attackers is. But the enemy 
guns havestrippedthe vehicle 
of its only m propul 
sion - the caterpillar tracks 
and now all it can do is spin 
its wheels helplessly in the 
loose sand. 

“Chaparral Scout 12d call- 
ing base. Under heavy attack 
in sector nineteen. Request 
immediate assistance. Im: 
mobile. Enemy advancing, 

It is five minutes before a 
helicopter fleet flies over the 
scene and starts showering 
the ground with bullets. The 
fierce firing will either force 
the enemy to surrender or 
drive them out into the open 


One small group of men run 
to a huddle of trees — but 
surely they cannot 
the helicop} 
Then the tru 


ide from 
* guns the 
ecomes pl 


je to reveal an 
Kk. It_hady been 
parachute, 


assembled in the night, and 
covered with dead trees, 
ready for the big all-out attack 
on the base. 

Fivemenclamberin through 
the personnel hatch and, in 
seconds, the great steel mon- 
ster is mobile, heading for 
the basé 

‘Copter Zero Zero to Base 
Commander. Enemy tank 
making for you. Request send 
out 280 mil. gun to intercept. 
Will continue to attack 
enemy, but our guns are of 
limited effect! 

The 40-foot barrel of the 
atomic gun wavers only 
slightly as its truck-mounts 
move it out of the camp on to. 
the mud track that will take 
it face to face with the enemy 
tank. 

As the great hunk of deadly 
steel is taken out to do battle, 
the gunners load up. Atomic 


onventional high. 
munition should 
nt to deal with the 

enemy tank. 
With a dozen helicopters 


buzzing overhead, the sol- 
diers in the enemy tank know 
that eventual defeat is a 
certainty, so they are pre- 
pared to go to any lengths 


From the air, the helicopter 
fleet's leader watches as the 
gap between the two metal 
giants closes. He is constant- 
ly in touch with the gunners, 
advising them of the enemy's 
position, 

The enemy rounds a bend 
on the furrowed mud-road ~ 
and there is the atomic gu 
the gaping mouth of its barrel 
straight ahead. 

‘The enemy tank's twin guns 
spit flame and shells fly 
towards the gun, 

1 Gunner. yells the 
id Atomic gun 


erupting into a 
allot fame andismakes The 
enemy tank becomes a blaz- 
ing inferno, explosions rip- 
ping it apartand it’s all over}. 


October 1, 2069. One hundred 
years have passed since the 
Atomic gun took it's toll on 
one of the world’s battlefields. 

But now the means of 
defence and attack have 
progressed far beyond the 
expectations of the 20th 
Century. 

Take the same situation, 
and replace the three craft 
employed against the enemy 
with the 2069 equivalents. of 
those machines. 

Today, the Spectrum Pur- 
suit Vehicle would be in the 
place of the Chaparral Missile 
Carrier. 

The Chaparral was crippled 
by enemy bazooka shells. It 
was tendered immobile and 
ineffective and was in danger 


of complete destruction, had 
the attack been kept up. 

The S.P.V. is built of 
a practically indestructible 
material ~ the bazooka would 
have had little effect on 
it. 

if the S.P.V. crew had 
spotted the enemy and 
decided to attack, the craft's 
maneuvrability along with 
its laser cannons and 
electron ray cannons would 
have enabled it to either 
eliminate or repel the enemy. 

In the place of the 'copters 
used fo assist the Chaparral, 
Spectrum's advanced heli- 
copters would have been 
employed. 

The first important factor is 
that the Spectrum ‘copters 


would have reached the 
missile carrier much quicker, 
so saving the vehicle and its 
crew unnecessary damage. 

Secondly, a 2069 ‘copter 
would have had no difficulty 
in putting the enemy tank out 
of action. Its high explosive 
rocket-cannons and electron 
ray-discharger would have 
destroyed the tankin seconds, 
even before the enemy 
soldiers could have clam- 
bered inside it. 

The World Army Hover- 
tank would have ‘played the 
part’ of the 280 mil. gun. 

Though the Atomic gun 
was a terrifying weapon, and 
quickly destroyed the enemy 
tank, it did have its disad- 
vantages. 

The gun could travel at no 
more than 35 m.p.h., weighed 
75 tons, and its crew was 


unprotected from enemy gun- 
fire. Whereas the Hovertank 
can travel at speeds up to 
200 m.p.h., weighs only 25 
tons, and its seven-man crew 
is completely protected in- 
side the craft. 

Apart from these essential 
factors, the Hovertank can 
turn a complete circle on 
the spot, which gives it 
jum movement at all 

Coupled with the 
pairs of telescan- 
computer operated atomic 
guns, this makes the Hover- 
tank almost invin 

The one noticeable point 
about all of these 2069 craft 
is their independence. One 
hundred years ago, three 
machines were needed to foil 
the enemy plot. Today, each 
of the above craft could tackle 
and solve the situation with- 
out help. 


But, of course, now the 
enemies of peace have 
developed new weapons 


which are effective against the 
S.P.V., the Spectrum Heli- 
copter and the World Army 
Hovertank. So, further battle 
weapons and machines must 
ever be designed to gain 
supremacy. 
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Unarmed-combat, strength and fitness are essential qualities 
to all secret agents and Shades. But so, too, is an extensive 
general knowledge. 

To pinpoint an enemy HQ. in minutes—to be observant of 
your environment—to decode geographical and historical 
place-names—these factors are equally important to an ‘ace’ 
agent. 

Direct from TV 21's Questa Computer comes this specially 
devised quiz to test your ‘capability wavelength’. 

Good luck, 


1, Where is Unity City? 
2. What is the largest animal in existence? 
3. Which is the most highly populated city in the world ? 
4, Only one of the following pairs of rea/ names and code 
names is correct. Which? 
(a) Adam Svenson—Rhapsody Angel; (b) Seymour Griffiths— 
Colonel! White; (c) Magnolia Jones—Harmony Angel; 
(d) Edward Wilkie—Doctor Fawn. 
5. What is Agent 21's real name? 
6. How many sons has Jeff Tracy? 
7. In British soccer, who has made the largest number of full 
international appearances? 
8. Whic! the largest ocean on earth? 
9. Is Marineville on the east or the west coast of America? 
10. Who is the pilot of Thunderbird 4? 
11. Who is usually attributed with the invention of the television? 
12. Who is Atlanta's father? 
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“Intersphere Four-Zero-One 
Intersphere Four-Zero-One 


Mayday ... Mayday...” 


in, Four-Zero- 
Eurotrak Emergency 


- Control receiving you.” 


The fatigued face of 
Intersphere First Captain 
Benjamin Lahore flickered 
on to the screen in the 
ground Control Centre. 

“We're in real trouble up 
here. The port engine unit 


has failed. We're out of 


control and losing height 
fast. Request immediate 
assistance.” 

The Eurotrak controller 
leaned forward, filling the 
video screen inthe doomed 
cargo-jet. 

“Hold this transmission 
open. I'll see what we can do,” 
The controller swung round 
‘in his seat, whipped out 
Four-Zero-One's _flight-card 
from a file, time-stamped it 
-and fed it into a wall com- 


puter above his head. 


A 10-second wait that 
seemed like an eternity, then 
the information the controller 
wanted was rattling out of the 
data-exit slot. 

On its present course, 
Four-Zero-One would obliter- 
ate itself against the north 

face of Mount Schnoss, a 
solid wall of black, unyielding 
Alpine ice! 

As the controller digested 
the information, he realised 
one thing—unless Eurotrak 
could help, the thirteen men in 
‘Four-Zero-One had just eight 
minutes to live. 

Rushing over to the Video- 
Map—a square metal box with 
a screen at the front and 
typewriter keys below—the 


controller hammered out 
the letters © M-O-U-N-T 
S-C-H-N-O-S-S. An _illu- 


minated map appeared on 
the screen, Mount Schnoss 
at its centre. 

“Ahi” the controller 
grunted, rushing back to the 
video link with Four-Zero- 
One. 

"Captain, can you land that 
ship on water?” 

"I can try.” 

“Less than three miles 
away from your projected col- 
lision point of Mount Schnoss 
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is the Rhene mountain reser- 
voir. You've gofto change your 
flight path to touch down in 
that seventeen-mile lake or 
you're all dead men. We'll 
keep tabs on you all the way 
down and get the local rescue 
boys out there to stand by for 
you." 

“Let's hope they've some- 
thing to rescue," muttered 
Lahore to his co-pilot. Then 
he ordered his navigator to 
manually change their flight- 
setting, hoping their one 
engine unit would hold them 
up long enough. The thirteen 
men sat back to see if they 
would be dying that day. 

Meanwhile, the Eurotrak 
Control swung into disaster 
procedure. All jetcopters 
were ordered to the Rhene. 
The boffins laboured at their 
computers, issuing revised 
flight settings to Four-Zero- 
One by the second. A seven- 
teen-mile-long reservoir 
wasn't much of a landing 
target for a runaway jet with 
one engine unit out of 
action. . . 


e second hand on 
Captain Laho 
wrist-watch revolved seven 
times before a thin glint of 
silver appeared inthe ship's 
forward viewing camera. 

“We can see the water! 
yelled Lahore over his 
radio. “Keep those ‘cop- 
ters clear—I'm going to 
need room .. .!"” 

The rescue 'copters veer- 
ed away as the cargo-jet 
screamed low over the rocky 
summits of Mount Schnoss, 

“We're overshooting . . «| 

“Bring the nose up—make 
her stall!" 

Four-Zero-One brushed the 
cold waters of the Rhene 
reservoir—then climbed away, 
upwards . . . almost vertically. 
Then she stopped in a dead 
stall and slowly, gracefully, 
flipped on to her back and 
plunged waterwards in a last, 
desperate dive, 

Three thousand tons of tit- 
anium alloy hit the water with 
a tumultuous splash. Clouds 


calling... 
calling... 


of spray steamed up, 

Hovering in their craft, 
nearby, the rescue pilots could 
see nothing. Then... 

“She's gone under!"" 

“No! She's bouncing—just 
look at her! I've never seen 
anything like it!" 

Four-Zero-One rebounded 
off the water and skimmed the 
surface in a great, shallow 
arc, A mile nearer the dam 
wall she touched down a 
second time—and again she 
bounced, her sleek fuselage 
somersaulting in the air for 
half-a-mile or more. And 
again she was up, a third, a 
fourth, a fifth time . . . ever 
nearer the dam wall and its 
sheer drop. 

But Four-Zero-One did not 
go over. Instead, with a crash 
‘to end all crashes, the Inter- 
‘sphere cargo-jet hit the ferro- 
concrete parapet and dis- 
appeared in a foaming cloud 
of enraged water spray. 

The spray slowly cleared 
and the rescue pilots could 
see her embedded in the 
wall. Her great body straddled 
the thick reinforcements like 
a helpless fish out of water. 

The pilot of the nearest 
jetcopter quickly picked up his 
intercom, . 

“I'm going down to see if 
those men are still alive," he 
shouted. “There's still a 
slight chance.” 

"No! Stay clear!" It was the 
rescue-squad leader. “That 
dam's onthe pointof collapse. 
One careless move and the 
whole lot will go crashing 
down. Just look at it!" 

It was true. Hissing water 
steamed through the cracks 
in the great wall. One more 
shake and millions of tons of 
icy water would tear away the 
whole structure and bring 
death to the cluster of towns 
in the valley below. 


riving rain slanted 
down on the windows 

of the Intersphere HQ. in 
London. In the twelfth- 
floor conference room a 
meeting was taking place. 
“Gentlemen, | fear | have 


some terrible news. Four- 
Zero-One has crashed in 
the Rhene reservo 

“But, Sir Massey, surely 
all is under control? The 
towns below will be evacu- 
ated within twelve hours, 
and as soon as that is com- 
pleted, we can attempt to 
board the ship to carry out 
rescue operations .... 

“No, Captain Ericsson, all 
is not under controll" Sir 
Massey, legendary founder 
and controller of the Inter- 
sphere cargo fleet, looked 
very grave. 

He walked over to the 
window, peering thoughtfully 
into the rain before continu- 
ing. He spun round on the 
waiting men, 

"There is something you 
don't know. Four-Zero-One 
was carrying out an important 
task at the request of the 
World Government. It was 
returning the prototype of 
the Strike-Two interplanetary 
missile to a secret Air Force 
base in Britain. World 
Government boffins tell me 
that the impact of the 
crash has completely upset 
the firing-mechanism of the 
Strike-Two. 

"Gentlemen," Sir Massey 
leaned back in his leather 
chair and closed his eyes. 
“Unless it is deactivated, that 
missile will explode in just 
six hours from now." 

The pitter-patter of the rain 
sounded loud in the silent 
room, Eight men stared 
blankly before them, each one 
shating a single thought. 

“There's nothing we can do 
until the valley is evacuated— 
and that will be six hours too 


jaan 

Sir Massey turned to Cap- 
tain Ericsson, 

"There is just one last 
chance, Captain, send out an 
emergency signal to Inter- 
national Rescue!" 


John Tracy was checking 
the weather controls of 
Thunderbird Five when the 
message came in. Silently, 
he took it down and 
glanced through it. 

“Grief,” he muttered, and 
then, his rigid self-control 
overcoming his emotions, 
he rushed out a brief open- 
ing signal to Tracy Island, 
headquarters of __Inter- 
national Rescue! 
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Down on Tracy Island, all was 
not as it should have been. 
Instead of a clear, Pacific sky 
and shimmering yellow sun, 
there was a mist, a clammy, 
steamy, wet mist that sifted 
everywhere and blotted out 
everything. 

In the Tracy lounge, Virgil 
and Gordon faced their father 
across his desk. They looked 
none too happy. 

“How long is Brains going 
to keep this up, Father?” 
asked Virgil. “He really is 
making it most difficult to 


meeps? 


concentrate on anything."’ 
"Yes," added Gordon. 
“Just when we have time for 
an hour'srelaxation inthe sun, 
along comes Brains and blots 
it out with his crazy steam!" 
Jeff Tracy smiled at his 
two sons and raised his hand, 
“Just keep calm, you two. 
Brains never does anything 
without a good reason.” 
Suddenly, the eyes of a 
portrait behind the boys’ 
heads began to flash, 
“Hold it! This could mean 
trouble. John's coming 


through from Thunderbird 
Five.” 

Atthe press of aconcealed 
button, the portrait was re- 
placed by a video-screen, 
John Tracy's face appeared 
from the orbiting Thunderbird 
‘space monitor. 

“Priority distress signal 
from London, Father. This 
looks like a really bad one 

“Let's hear it, John.” 

And as John Tracy relayed 
the desperate message from 
Intersphere Headquarters, his 
father's face clouded over. 


",.. So the World Govern- 

t have got an impossible 
jice. They can either just 
‘the explosion take place— 


ollapsing, Either way, those 
jople in the valley don't 
stand a chance 
“Right, there's nota second 
lose,” snapped Jeff Tracy. 
“That explosion is due to 
"take place in just over four 
hours. We've got to move!” 
"In minutes, Jeff Tracy was 
briefing his sons. 


“Scott—take Thunderbird 
One to the Rhene reservoir 
immediately. Keep open con- 
tact all the way and report 
back on arrival, Hurry—time's. 
getting short.” 

“Right, father," said Scott, 
running for the revolving floor 
at the far end of the lounge. 
A swift hiss and Scott 
had disappeared behind the 
swivelling door on the first 
stage of his lightning trip, 
half-way round the world, in 
Thunderbird One. 

“Ah, Brains," nodded Jeff, 
as the scientist entered the 
room. "I don't know the full 
details of your latest inven- 
tion, but | sure hope we can 


Swittly, Jeff Tracy outlined 
the disaster to Brains, and as 
he talked the Tracy Island 
boffin listened intently, work- 
ing out the answers. 

“M'mmm . . murmured 
Brains, as Jeff finished. "As 
I... er... see it, the only 
way we can save the lives of 
those people either from... 
er... drowning or by... um 
«the explosion is to lessen 
the pressure of the water on 
the... er...dam wall, ..so 
that the scientists can safely 
board Four-Zero-One to . . 

.. defuse the...er... 
bomb, without the risk of th 
wall collapsing as they do s 

“Easier said than done, 
Brains," cut in Virgil. "Okay, 
's0 you can reduce the pres- 
sure on the wall by letting 
some of the water out through 
the sluice gates—but, surely, 
the turbulence of the water 
rushing through would bring 
the wall down?” 

“Er... too right, it would,” 


said Brains, “But you're 
reckoning without one 
thing..." 

“What's that?’ 


“The Kettle," said Brains 
grinning contidentiys 


explain. 


“No time for talk,” thrust in 
Jeff Tracy. "Men are going to 
die if International Rescue 
can't get that bomb defused 
within the next four hours! 

"Virgil" he cartied on, “I 
want Thunderbird Two pre- 
pared for take-off, Brains— 
don't know what this Kettle is, 
but | want it loaded Into one 
of Thunderbird Two's pods 
within twenty minutes. You 


and The Kettle are our only 
hopes!” 

“iimon...er...my way!" 
And Brains was gone to his 
laboratory. 

“Gordon—you'd better go 
with them. Brains may need 
some assistance with The 
Kettle.” 

At 12.45 p.m. precisely, 
Virgil blasted Thunderbird 
Two from the hidden launch- 
pad at the foot of the Tracy 
Island cliffs. 

Gordon sat thoughtfully in 
the control cabin, slightly 
behind his brother. Then, 
minutes after take-off, he 
joined Brains in the pod slung 
under the massive craft's 
green belly, 

Within the pod, Brains gave 
Gordon Tracy the rundown 
on his latest invention—The 
Kettle. 

",. And so, the enormous 
heat generated by the nuclear 
fission inh... here,"—Brains 
jabbed at the squat, round 
body of the curious-looking 
machine—“activates a high- 
speed barrage of electrons 
from th... the firing-barrel,”” 
—Brains stooped under the 
main body of The Kettle— 
“under here..." 

“Phew! If you say so, 
Brains!" Gordon exclaimed. 
“But, how's this going to 
solve the problem?" 

“Well, er. . . the intense 
heat fired from the barrel is 
enough to...” 

The newly-installed video 
sereen in the pod’s roof 
crackled into life. 

“Stand by, you two!” Vir- 
gil's voice came through from 
the cockpit above. “Scott's 
coming in from Thunderbird 
One." 

“Open transmission to all 
Thunderbird units from 
Thunderbird One. I'm cruis- 
ing over the Rhene at four- 
thousand feet, It's chaos 
below. Fifty or more rescue 
‘copters are on tight patrol 
round the dam wall. The 
wall's still up—but only just. 
Water is spewing through 
everywhere. Intersphere Four- 
Zero-One is straddled right 
across the parapet with her 
tail hanging over the edge. If 
that ship falls into the valley, 
she'll bring the whole dam 
down with her. Evacuation is 
not—I repeat not—complete 
in the towns down in the 
valley, Request immediate 


further instructions from 
Tracy Island.” 

Jeff Tracy appeared on 
Thunderbird One's video, 

“Hold your position, Scott. 
Thunderbird Two is on its 
way with assistance. Keep 
those 'copters away from the 
dam wall, The slightest vibra- 
tion could bring the wall down, 
and finish off those people in 
the valley.” 


A 2.45 p.m., the great 
shadow of Thunder- 
bird Two flashed across the 
foaming waters of the 
stricken Rhene dam. Virgil 
uttered a message through 
to Brains and Gordon in 
the pod. 

“All right, Brains, that 
bomb is due to blast 
us, and everybody 
out of existence just 
seventy-five minutes from 
now. It’s all up to you and 
that Kettle of yours! So 
now, old brain-box—what 
are your plans?" 

“Take her down to zero 
feet and I'll open c... centre 
floor aperture of the pod. 
There's no time to explain,"* 
Brain's hesitant voice replied: 
“But keep . . . revs low, 
Virgil. . 1" 

As Thunderbird Two hov- 
ered inches above the seeth- 
ing water, Brains sent the 
blunt snout of Kettle's firing- 
barrel probing through the 
aperture towards the 
surface. 

"Prepare Thunderbird Two 
for immediate | . . . lift-off,” 
Brains roared into the inter- 
com at Virgil. “I'm going to 
teduce pressure on the dam 
wall by getting some of the 
water out. There's only one 
way to do that—by vaporising 
it into steam. B.. . but we'll 
be slap-bang in the m... 
middle of a cloud of scalding 
vapour.” 

“What temperature will we 
have to face when the steam 
comes up, Brains?” cut in 
Gordon. 

“It could reach one-forty 
degrees Fahrenheit in here!” 

“One-forty! Why, that'l] be 
enough to..." 

The Kettle started to hum. 

Steam rose in enormous 
clouds as the intense heat 
instantly turned @ million 
gallons of cold water into a 
scalding vapour. 

“Lift! Lift!” yelled Brains, 
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and Virgil screamed Thun- 
derbird Two upwards, 

“How much water have you 
got to turn to steam before 
the pressure on the wall is 
low enough for the scientists 
to get aboard that ship, 
Brains?" asked Gordon. 

“Seventeen-point-four-mil- 
lion gallons," replied Brains 
without looking up. 

Down went Thunderbird 
Two for a second time, An- 
other million gallons of water 
dissolved into steam before 
the pounding electrons of 
The Kettle, Again and again 
the massive Thunderbird 
went down, and again and 
again Virgil blasted her up- 
wards out of the heat. 

“Another six blasts and the 
water pressure will be low 
enough!" Scott's cool voice 
came through on the video 
from Thunderbird One, cir 
cling high above. 

"But we're s . . . still not 
being fast enough," breathed 
Brains anxiously. "That bomb 
is going to b... blow its top 
in... er... just fifteen 
minutes’ time—and we won't 
be ready for another thirty!" 

“Y... you mean that there's 
nothing we can do. . .2" 
Virgil faltered through the 
intercom. 

“There's one way—and one 
way only. It's going tom... 
mean the hottest ten minutes 
of our lives. B.. . but we've 
got to try . . . Virgiltake 
Thunderbird Two down. | 
can't guarantee you'll ever 
bring her up again—because 
I'm going to give that water a 
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non-stop ten-minute blast!" 

Thunderbird Two sank 
—time was running out fast. 

With an angry hum, The 
Kettle responded to Brains's 
steady hand. 

The temperature 
ship rose rapidly 

“lo. . 1 can't stand it” 
slurred Gordon, as he col- 
lapsed against the wall. Still 
the temperature rose, 

“Brains—how much lon- 
ger... 2" Virgil's voice came 
weakly through the intercom. 
“| can't hold the ship steady 
for long.’ But grim and deter- 
mined, Brains still kept his 
hand on the firing trigger, and 
still the temperature rose. 
The dials in the cockpit were 
reading 155 and Virgil could 
feel the controls slipping from 
his grasp when he heard a 
faint voice coming from the 
pod below. 

“L... let's get out of this, 
Virgil. N... now it's up to 
those scientists . 
Five minutes to go. Down 
in the valley the towns- 
people had stopped their 
scramble for escape. There 
was no use running now. 

Ten thousand pairs of 
eyes turned towards the 
dam wall towering above 
them. They saw the jet- 
copter touch down along- 
side Four-Zero-One and the 
four, tiny figures of the 
scientists scramble on to 
the jet’s hull, Then came 
the brief flash of lasers 
slicing open the fuselage. 

Three minutes left. The 
scientists had gone now. They 


in the 


would be rushing for the 
cargo hold inside the craft— 
where the damaged Strike- 
Two was ticking away the 
seconds to eternity. 

All was silent, save for the 
seething tons of contorted 
water spraying through the 
cracks in the dam wall, High 


above, Thunderbird One 
circled ceaselessly, 
Thirty seconds _left. 


Twenty, Ten, Nothing moved 
in the valley. Five seconds, 
four, three, two, one, zero... 

Somebody cheered. Then 
there was pandemonium as 
the thousands yelled and 
clapped, realising that they 
were still alive. 

Circling above, was 
Thunderbird Two. Virgil Tracy 
‘smiled wryly into the video, 


“Too much of that and 
they'll bring the dam wall 
down themselves!" he said, 
turning to Gordon who, 
having recovered, had joined 
him in the control-cabin 
again, 

And then his downward 
viewing camera picked up the 
figure of Captain Benjamin 
Lahore wearily lifting himself 
through the gaping hole in 
Four-Zero-One's hull. 

As Lahore lifted his hand 
in a gesture of silent thanks 
to International Rescue, Virgil 
put through a short message 
to deff Tracy on Tracy Island. 
Meanwhile Scot tripped away 
in Thunderbird One. 

“Father! We're coming 
home—thanks to the Kettle!"” 

He need say no more. 
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SPACE-WEDDING OF THE YEAR! 


WELL HAVE, 
MAW AND CHIPS FOR 
7WO, PLEASE L 


[tyvas, the society wedding of the year when hun- 
dreds turned out to greet the couple at Midwade 
City Marriage Office on the Planet Doiby. The long- 
awaited marriage was between Miss Caroldong 
Spaceshaft-Smith and the Hon. Hugo Meteorite- 
Rindle, sixteenth son of Lord Meteorite-Rindle. 

Our society correspondent writes: The bride looked 
charming in a full-length gown of helium lace, with a 
floral veil of lightweight spun aluminium held in place 
by a coronet of silver nuts and bolts, a family heir- 
loom. She carried a bouquet of shooting stars and 
cosmic flares, The eight bridesmaids wore meteorite- 
blue dresses and carried posies of shooting stars. 

As the smiling couple emerged from the marriage 
office, some of the groom's close friends, all fellow- 
members of his Spaceship Club, made an archway 
of rocket boosters for them to walk under, and 
showered them with meteorite confetti. 

l interviewed the stunning bride about their honey- 
moon... 

“Well, you know, I'd follow Hugo to the ends of the 
Universe, if | had to’. . ." 

In fact, after the reception at the Spacefair Hotel, 
the happy couple left for a secret address some- 
where in Blackpool, Earth! 


AN APPEAL FOR A 


youve \ 
PILLAR! | Ze2i.2e2: 
im | ( HE WEATHEe FORECAE! 
SAID 17 Wold BE 


he Postmaster General has | }}¥ 7 
just issued an 1 to Ni ETE 
people on planet to be () 


extra-careful when posting 
letters, in case they accident- 
ally offend certain tourists 
from ‘abroad’. 

The tourists in question 
come from the planet Royal- 
mal. They are bright-red and 
look just like .. . pillar boxes! 

One Royalmal tourist has 
complained to the Royal- 
mallian Ambassador in Lon- 
don about his treatment here. 
He claims that every time he 
leaves his hotel and stands at 
the side of the road waiting to 
cross, people walk up and 
shove letters in his mouth ... 


eething flame spat from 
the exhaust of the sleek 
craft as its twin turbo- 
jets roared to life. 

Releasing the brakes, the pilot 
eased the jet's nose round. 
Slowly, the craft began to cruise 
along the take-off strip. 

40-60-80 . . . the speedometer 
needle arched round rapidly and, 
suddenly, with a shuddering roar, 
the fighter-jet clawed skywards, 

“Rhapsody Angel to Cloud- 
base. Take-off procedure com- 
plete. Spectrum is Green!” 

The attractive, red-haired pilot 
jammed back the joystick, and the 
Angel Aircraft became little more 
than a speck on the video-screen 
within the Cloud base radio-room. 

Flying is my way of life! 
Rhapsody Angel thought to 


herself, with a slight smile from 
behind the jet cockpit. 

But even when the Angel 
pilot is not on duty, she enjoys 
‘relaxing’ among the clouds - 
and to her, there is no better way 
than gliding! 

Exactly what is the difference 
between ordinary aeronautics 
and gliding? 

Rhapsody takes up the story: 

“Gliding is flight in engineless 
aircraft or sailplanes, making use 
solely of the natural air currents. 
The earliest. man-carrying 
machine was designed by Sir 
George Cayley and travelled 
about 500 yards across a valley, 
in 1853. 

“However, the first serious 
efforts took place in Germany 
about 1919 and were more 


successful, Several years later, 
gliders proved of endless value 
for ‘silent’ operations in the 
Second World War. 

“As | became more experi- 
enced, | learned how to keep 
my glider rising, using the warm 
air currents." 

A ‘natural’ glider pilot, Rhap- 
sody has reached over 42,000 
feet, remained airborne for over 
60 hours, and has travelled 
hundreds of miles non-stop. 

“In the engined craft, you rely 
mainly on equipment and the 
craft's capabilities. With gliders, 
you've nothing to fall back on — 
save your piloting skill.” 

And skill is what Rhapsody 
has plenty of, 

As a Spectrum Angel, she's 
one of the world's leading pilots. 


seething wall of water 
roared — shorewards, 
finally to topple and 
roll across the even, 


sandy beach. 

Hardly had it done so when the 
foaming ocean edge seemed to 
draw itself up, ready to send 
another racing in its wake. 

Suddenly, a figure was outlined 
on the surging crest of water. 
Tense, and balancing on a long 
curved board, the man raced 
forward upon the swell of the 
huge wave. 

Momentarily, he disappeared 
as silver water spumed about 
him. Then he was there again, 
crouching slightly forward, arms 
out to balance himself. 

As the full might of water 
rushed towards the beach, a film 
of glistening spray spat from 
beneath the man's surf-board. 

Then as the wave expended 
itself, the man glided to a gradual 
halt in the shallows. 

Breathing hard, he carried his 
long board on to the sand. 

“Not bad!" he muttered to 
himself, “Must have been at 
least 3,000 feet! And | didn't even 
go headlong!” 


Captain Blue settled heavily on 
the beach, In a minute he would 
be swimming outwards again. 

He grinned thoughtfully. When 
Spectrum stamped him ‘off-duty’ 
- there was nothing like a spot of 
surf-riding 

Although famous as an ex-test 
pilot with the World Aeronautic 
Society, Captain Blue enjoys the 
‘watery’ sports, 

When he lived in Boston, 
U.S.A., Blue - Adam Svenson 
often travelled across the 
Americas to Hawaii for a con- 
frontation with the might of the 
ocean. Of all his interests, he 
gets the most satisfaction from 
surf-riding and has volunteered 
the following information for 
those, like himself, with the lust 
for this exciting sport... 


How did the sport originate? 

“Itseems to have been adapted 
from the traditional Polynesian 
sport of surfing in a canoe. My 
kind of surfing, however, was 
first described by Capt. James 
King, RN., F.R.S., in March, 1779, 
when he saw a native surfer at 
Kealakekua, Hawaii Island, The 
official artist on King's ship 


drew a sketch of the native 
surfer.” 


Just how do you surf? 

“Basically, all you do is place 
aflatorstreamlined-curved board 
on the water, some distance 
offshore. Then, kneel or stand on 
it when a powerful wave comes 
along and let it carry you to the 
shore." 


Soyouneed very high waves? 

“To surf properly — yes! But 
you can have great fun even 
where the sea isn't so rough! 
Some of the highest waves are 
found off Makaha Beach, 
Hawaii. 

When it comes to surf-riding, 
Captain Blue is an expert - being 
the current World Record holder. 
In 2064, he achieved the longest 
‘ride’ at Waikiki Beach, Oahu - 
travelling an estimated distance 
of 5,000 feet. 

“There's nothing like it, when 
you're cutting across a wave and 
you see the beach racing to 
greet you! It's real excitement!” 

And for a man who faces 
danger almost every day, he 
certainly ought to know! 
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PHASE TWO 


THE ASTRAN AFFAIR 


Earth’s Solar System "Tenth 
Fleet nears the space border of 
the Astran empire 


space fleet glides silently 
towards the earth space-ships 


EDNESDAY, MAY 1, 
Wes 


it came though some 
unseen giant ofan undertaker 
had drawn a shroud of gloom 
and death over our planet. 
Fear! It cut into the heart of 
every man, woman and child, 

It had happened - space 
war 


underamicroscope, and threw 
it back in the other's 
i of agaression, 
System Tenth 
Fleet was patrolling 
as it could possibly 
be to the border that divided 
the two 51 empires. On 
the other ie border, 
Astran ships slid _ silently 
through the cold blanket of 
blackness, determined not to 
let our ships touch one inch 
of their domain. 
‘Suddenly, the Astran Com- 
mander decided it was time to 
act. The earthmen's craft 
drawing too close. 
ction standby! Shoot 
warning ‘star’ across their 
bows!” 
The star missile whistled 
out towards the Earth ships 
and erupted in a dazzling 
splash of colour. 
stran Star Missil 
shall we heave to?" The 


The careless slip ofa hand —a 
button depressed — and lethal 
rockets fire from both forces 


leading earthship's__radar- 
operator spun round from the 
video-screen, 

The Space Fleet's Com- 
mander snapped out his deci- 
sion: “No! Sound action 
stations! We're within our 
own boundary - and I'm 
prepared to fight to stay hei 

Seconds a nerve 
cracked ~a tired finger rested 
heavily on a button ~ and a 
single shot opened the flood- 
gates of action. Neither side 
really discovered who fired 
that first missile. 

Shots were exchanged for 
over fifteen minutes. Both 
sides were suffering heavy 
losses. The earth-ship's com- 
mander radioed Space City 
for reinforcements, but Com- 
mander Zero refused them. 
“Withdraw !"" were his orders 
= and minutes later the last 
‘shot was fifed, and both space 
fleets returned to their bases. 

The news faced across our 
world like alightning plague - 
and fear setjin! The very 
thing for whieh earthmen had 
strived for centuries - peace - 
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had only reigned on our planet 
for less than ten years. Now, 
because of one accidental 
shot, we were again at war ~ 
space war ~ and there was no 
telling how disastrous the 
consequences would be. 
“This is the World Presi- 
dent speaking. | want to see 
Colonel Steve Zodiac the 
minute that XL5 touches 


down. 1 have an immediate 
assignment for him," the 
‘stern voice echoed over the 
integral radio-system within 
Space City. 

Two hours tater, Zodiac 
embarked on a | mission 
assigned to him jointly by 
Astra's Ambassador on earth 
and the World President - a 
n far more dangerous 


had drawn upa plan for peaci 
Zodiac was to deliv 


offering peace-terms to the 
Kaplan, leader of the Astrans. 


“The danger, Colonel 
Zodiac," the Ambassador 
said, “is in the Astran space 


fleet. They will shoot first and 
ask questions later!” 

Zodiac was only five miles 
inside the Astran's border 
when he was detected. Chaser 
rockets were ejected from the 
Astran ships - and immedi- 
ately Zodiac surrendered. 

He knew that he had little 
chance of survival if his ship 
were hit. If he were taken 
prisoner, atleast he might get 
a hearing with the Kaplan - 
and be able to deliver the 
ett 


‘ASTRAN LEADER TO 
VISIT EARTH! 

The news was welcomed 
like sunshine after a blizzard. 
The fear that had struck like 
a poison-tipped dagger into 
the hearts of every earthman 
began to ebb away as TV, 
radio and newspaper reports 
assured the world of the 
almost certainty of a peaceful 
settlement with the Kaplan. 
Colonel Zodiac had com- 


pleted his mission, success- 


when 
‘ed in Unity City and drove 
to the World Government 
headquarters, It was now 
known that the Kaplan was 


surrounded by the biggest- 

er security guard of over 
five thousand soldiers, eighty 
per cent of them in plain 


guard did not stop 
in. The Kaplan was 
shot dead by an unknown 
gunman ~ and the fear of war 
and death returned when the 
Astran's Vice-President’, the 


named Count Lugosti. Lady 
Penelope _ Creighton-Ward 
stepped in, located the killer, 
arrested him, and left the 
World security forces to de: 


1S 
by ramming the car which was 
taking Lugosti to prison - and 
Killing him to prevent him 
from talking ! 

The World Space Patrol 
and World Aquanaut Security 
Patrol joined forces in the 
biggest man-hunt ever. 

he hours raced by towards: 
the deadline and the prospect 


Blinding explosions illuminate 
space as both Earth and Astran 
craft are ruthlessly destroyed 


of an all-out war with the 
Astrans loomed up like the 
creeping death of a drowning 
man. 

There was only a few hours 
to go before Astra would 
make its first attack. 
en behind the 


dead Kaplan's own people... 
Suddenly, the truth 
clear as though the 
piece of a jigsaw had fallen 
into place. 

Behind the death of the 
Kaplan was the Kaplan Minus 


- the creature whose second- 
ary position was not good 
enough and whose greed led 
him to plan everything, even 
tho initial firing of the warning 
shot by the Astran Space 
Fleet to irritate our patrol. 
His only concern was to 
become leader of the people. 

Fireball XL5 took off only 
minutes after the scheme was 


uncovered. The plan was to 
convince the people of Astra 
that the Kaplan Minus was 
responsible for their leader's 
death, and to enlist their 
assistance in bringing 
Minus to justic: 
‘The Astrans were ready to 
accept the overwhelming evi« 
dence it the Minus. 
Zodiac learnt that the hu 
domed city of Astra had six 
entrances. The strategy of his 
plan to capture the Kaplan 
Minus was simple and effec- 
tive. Some entrances to the 
city were closed, while smoke 
from a destroyed tank was 


channelled into the city. The 
n 


inhabitants had already b 
advised to fe by 
unblocked entrances. The 
Kaplan Minus was sure to 
follow. 

But the Minus, discovering 
the plot, was not prepared to 
be caught. When everyone 
was out of the city it erupted, 
crashing down on the traitor. 
The Minus died, destroying 
the city with hi 

So the biggest threat_to 
earth's safety was over. But 
to this day, those who lived 
through the earth-Astra di 
pute know that there has 
never been a day when fear 
gripped so many. 

The last word, however, in 
therecap of theevent, must be 
to echo the words of the Cap- 
tain of the Astran «Space 
Fleet. When he looked down 
on his smouldeting city he 
declared: “It is best -— the 
city can be rebuilt. But if we 
had gone to wat with 
we wouldn't have b 
to rebuild the Universe 


‘SPACE’ ROW! 


See pilots have come to the con- 
clusion that it is no use arguing 
with the new traffic-wardens appointed 
by the Space Traffic-Control Ministry. 

Probably the basic reason for this is 
that the ‘wardens’ are robots! They can 
neither speak nor hear, having been 
programmed only to present tickets. 

Complained one spaceman who was 
given a whole wad of tickets for waitin 
foo long at a parking-meter: “I don't 
know what the Universe is coming to. 
After all, I was only three weeks over- 
due. If this sort of thing goes on, it 
won't be worth travelling by space- 
ship. It will be quicker to float!” 


CALL FOR COAL 


he International Coal 
Board, operating 
from Pitch Black City, 
on Venus, has finished 
negotiations for supply 
to the Planet Carbonate! 
Anthracite is most 
popular with the Car- 
bonatians. “‘It's deli- 
cious!” commented the 
Carbonatian Trade Min- 
ister. ‘‘Especially with a 
nice sack of nutty slack 
for pudding!" 
ttes are also 
becoming popular, coke 
being the main coal- 
bacco. The Coal Board 
would also like to get 
the fuel concession, but 
the planet seems to pre- 
fer nuclear energy! 
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this visuo-test to s 


World Government Spy School com: 


Your task is to rearrange the jumbled squares in the top picture to discover which Spectrum craft is depicted. Make 
an accurate tracing of the bottom grid. Then, with the same plece of tracing-paper, match up your squares, by means of the 


co-ordinates printed along the edges of each grid. E.g. re-draw 7-Ein the grid at top (fourth square down in the first column) 
nything 


to become fifth square along on the bottom row of your tracing. Draw it very lightly at first, so that you can er 
lank grid, 


you do incorrectly. Finally, transfer your traced drawing on to the 
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transport is important. In your 
eventual selection as a Spec- 
trum Captain, you must be able to 
handle all kinds of vehicles. 

For fun—and also as an ingenuity 
test—you can make and drive the 
trolleys illustrated here. You might 
need the assistance of an adult to help 
you with the more complicated struc- 
tures. But, above all, a Shade must 
ensure his own safety—exercise care 
when using these vehicles. 


Te a Shade, every means of 


PLAIN TROLLEY 


To make this, you will need one plank of wood about 
five feet long, two smaller planks, one piece of wood 
for a foot-rest and an old box, which you can saw 
down to make a seat. The back-support to the seat 
must be sturdy to hold you firmly and safely in 
a comfortable position. 

Construct the trolley—attaching the wheels and 
guide-rope—as shown in the diagram. 


TRIGYCLE TROLLEY 


Cut a V-shaped notch in the end of a long plank. Build the 
wooden ‘housing’ which must be attached to the plank with 
the use of screws or nails. 

Then take the front wheel of an old tricycle and fix it to the 
housing with a spring-clip. Attach two wooden bars across 
the top of the fork, on to which you can tie your steering-rope. 
Now, screw a pair of roller-skates to a block of wood which, in 
turn, you fix firmly to the rear of the main plank. 

Then, climb aboard. Your vehicle is ready for trials. 


BICYCLE TROLLEY 


You will need a five-foot long plank, a set of bicycle 
wheels (perhaps, borrowed from your own bike) and two 
smaller wheels, 

The tear wheel-support-box can be made simply 
enough. Take two stout strips of wood, a foot to eighteen 
inches in length. Screw or nail two ‘surface’ boards to 
them, as shown. Attach the whole unit to the plank. 

Join a steel rod (obtainable from your ironmonger) to 
the bicycle wheels, placing ‘sealing’ clips on either side 
of each wheel. 

Then place this, centrally, on to the ‘support-box' and 
clamp down with two arched brackets. 

The forward wheels and steering-board can be fixed 
as illustrated in the Plain Trolley. 


PULLEY PATROL 


Transport by pulley is obviously limited, but 
can still offer plenty of fun. You can buy a pulley 
from your local ironmonger for a few shillings. 
But ensure it is large enough to thread a 
thickish rope through. 

Find a length of rope which will support your 
welght, and fix it between two trees or firm 
poles, with the pulley threaded on, as shown 
here. Stretch another rope between the two 
uprights, a little to one side 

From the hook, at the base of the pulley, fix 
another piece of rope, to make a sling. The one 
in the illustration has been threaded chrough a 
short plank, 

Now sitin the sling, heave at the other rope— 
and away you go! Ensure that your pulley is not 
too far above the ground, so that should you Li 
fall, you will not hurt yourself. 


MOCK UP M.S.V. 


Here is an idea to work upon, if either you—or your father—are feeling 
very ambitious. Try making a simplified mock-up of the M.S.V. This can 
be made without attempting to reproduce the curves of the original, 
Construct it from thin struts of wood to which you can tack or pin 
cardboard panels, Paint on the exterior details to make it appear as 
lifelike as possible. 


aaa 
-MLS.V. TRAINER 


All you eed to make this is some dowelling-rod, two corks and 
two large cardboard boxes. Ask your grocer for the boxes. 

First, remove the lid from one box and cut a ‘windscreen’ 
shape in the side, using a pair of scissors, 

Inside the box, paint the scenery you would expect to see from 
an M.S.V. Having done this, cut a similar opening in the side of 
the other box to place your feet when sitting down. 

Then mount the windscreen box on top of the second one, as 
shown in the drawing. You can secure the two with a little glue, 
Raise one of the flaps of the lid of the lower box to form the 
control-panel. Paint on the buttons and dials. 

Now take the two lengths of half-inch dowelling. Each must be 
about a foot long. They will serve as gear-levers, Mount these on 
ramps, made from spare pieces of card, Cut a ‘door’ in the face 
of each ramp. Partly bend it back so that the pressure it exerts on 
the gear-lever will hold it steady. Place a drawing-pin through 
the side of each, to provide the pivots. To complete the job, fix 
corks to the ends of the rods. 

Finally, push a third piece of dowelling through a hole cut 
under the control-panel and out through a hole in the back. 

Shape a steering-wheel out of card and pin it to:the front end. 
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OF COURSE, 
ViREIL ALWAYS WAS 
ABT OFA 
SAHOW-OFFL 


SAUSAGE STORM 


arth people returning home in their 
spaceships aiter visiting other planets 
for the evening were amazed to see 
dozens of hot dogs, hamburgers, but- 
tered rolls and mustard pots floatin 
around in space last night. One couple in 
a small spacer had their windscreen 
viewer spattered with tomato chutney! 
Itall turned out to be the fault of 'cruise- 
in’ hot-dog stand owner, Murph Gobble, 
who runs a stand in space between 
Earth and Mars, He explained later: “I 
knocked the gravity stabilisers into the 
‘off’ position, and before | realised what 
was happening, everything floated away!" 


MOON-HOP! 


t the third session of the Uni- 

versal Olympics, held on the 
moon, high-jumper, Harlan Ganliffe, 
was seen to leap clear over the 
horizon, Immediately, the alarm 
bell was rung and search-parties were 
sent out! 

“If the Olympiad Committee is 
stupid enough to arrange the Games 
on a space ‘body’ with only one- 
sixth of the Earth’s gravity, then 
they must expect one or two 
athletes to be over-enthusiastic!” the 
entrant’s trainer said early today. 

When and if Ganliffe is located, 
he will at least come home to a new 
and incredible High Jump Record 
—nobody is ever likely to surpass 
his feat, Nobody would dare! 


ne 17 PE 
Ue 
You Bosewe 
SOME GLASSES, 
PEREIVALL 


GOOD SHOE / 
SHOP / 


eZ EES 

IN Ale BUY pAYSELE SN 

ANEW Pike OF BHO, 
SHOES, SHOES, 4 


ce, 


e Cont 


se 
aS 


tt 
da 
pac 


green, Control.” 7 

© snapped into his chin 
“His eyes narrowed 
red into the dist 


nother 
explosive 


th 


as Thi 


a, ted a 0. 


ai Force” 
ed I 
Mf round, 


loon i 

harges. Great all i 

nok’ eaten adthe | rying up. 

‘t's tail, it R.D.'s obj 
closing . oth 


S.W.O.R.D. craft meant 
more expense ~ which the 
Government wasn't pre- 
pared to meet. “You're 
going out to save life, not 
destroy it!” argued the 
world leaders. So, for many 
months, weapons were 
‘out’. It wasn't until six 
S.W.O.R.D. Probe Force 
Flight craft were destroyed 
by the hostile peoples of 
another planet that the 
authorities agreed to equip 
the space fleet with effec- 
tive armoury. 

When the great meteorite 
of 3031 struck earth and 


plunged the world into chaos, 


SPACE GLIDER 
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only then was S.W.O.R.D. 
fitted with all the weapons 
necessary to carry out the 
role of our planet's sole 
security force. 

Now, Project S.W.O.R.D. 
is equipped to tackle any 
situation that could arise, 
either in the continuing battle 
against the ruthless Casuals, 
or out in deep space where 
craft are — at this moment - 
searching for new forms of 
life that will substitute our 
dying resources of nourish- 
ment. 

Running briefly through the 
list of S.W.O.R.D.'s arm- 
oured vehicles. the Probe 


Force Flight Three tops the list 
with twelve air-to-air homing 
missiles (six wing-borne, six 
interchangeable), two outer- 
thrust nuclear projectiles, and 
twenty-four belly-drop air-to- 
ground atomic war-bombs. It 
is said that three of these 
craft could wipe out the entire 
surface of the earth in a matter 
of hours, such is the potential 
of their weapons. So lethal, in 
fact, is the Probe Force 
Three that an auto-destruct 
device has been fitted to each 
craft. If any enemy were to 
jack one of these planes, 
its computers would trigger 
time-fuses on all the missiles. 
Detonation would take place 
ten minutes after lift-off, un- 
less the plane were to be 
recovered and the computer 
reprogrammed by means of 
the special S.W.O.R.D. igni- 
tion key-bar. 

The Probe Force Flight Num- 
ber Two is also well-equipped 
for combat. Though slower 
and less agile than Probe 
Three, it still totes a deadly 
armoury. The fore stabiliser 
fins are tipped with mini- 
missile repeater cannons. 
Just two of these missiles, 
fired from a range of up to 
five miles, can destroy a craft 
ten times the ‘Two's’ size. 
Then there are the belly-drop 
air-to-ground atomic war- 
bombs, and to complete the 
Number Two's armoury, six 
auto-ratchet guns are fitted to 
the aft booster outlets. These 
guns fire  three-inch-long 
nitro shells and are effective 
against assailants moving to 
attack from behind the craft. 

‘S.W.O,R.D.'s Space Gliders 


. 


NUCLEAR FERRY) 


also have a reputation for 
dealing with enemy craft in 
combat. Though built to carry 
out such menial tasks as 
registering weather condi- 
tions and surveying terrain 
for landing and mining 
sites, the Space Glider and 
Dyna-Soar Glider are both 
competent assault craft. They 
are each fitted with ‘nose’ 
laser cannons, which can 
disintegrate any solid object 
at distances of up to four 
miles, and with tail projectile 
launchers. Rear attacks on 
the Gliders have meant the 
loss of over two dozen Space 
and Dyna-Soar Gliders in 
the past three years. Yet 
S.W.O.R.D. is not prepared 
to spend extra money on 
developing these crafts’ fight- 
ing abilities as they are not 
intended as combat craft - 
their weapons are purely a 
safety precaution against 
possible enemy attacks, 
S.W.O.R.D.'s Nuclear Ferry, 
though clumsy-looking, is, in 
fact, a formidable and danger- 
ous craftto tackle in space. Its 
purpose is to transport from 
planet to planet S.W.O.R.D.'s 
most valuable asset-its men! 
Without the great brains 
behind the organisation, Pro- 
ject S.W.O.R.D. could not 
succeed. So its leaders have 
to be guarded with the utmost 
security. The Nuclear Ferry 
is practically indestructible, 
being built with the strongest 
materials available, Its speed 
is well in excess of almost 
every other earth vehicle, and 
its armament is the best. For 
its size and shape, the Ferry 
moves unbelievably fast, 


being able to accelerate from 
two-hundred-and-fifty m.p.h. 
to over eight thousand m.p.h, 
in under ninety seconds, Its 
actual arms consist of four 
laser cannons, single-shot 
missile launchers, both fore 
and aft, and twin auto-ratchet 
guns in the passengers’ com- 
partment. In the last three 
years, S.W.O.R.D. has lost 
only one Nuclear Ferry to 
enemy guns, despite the fact 
that over a dozen attempts 
have been made to eliminate 
them. With the Re-Entry Task 
Force craft, which are fitted 
with twin-shot missile laun- 


chers, all these craft make up 
S.W.O.R.D.'s space defence 
and combat system, 

On land, too, S.W.O.R.D. is 
well-armed. The Scramble Bug 
~ the great, six-wheeled arti- 
culated explorer—is often one 
of the first vehicles to step 
outacross an unknown planet. 
It must be ready for any and 
every conceivable type of 
danger. Utmost in importance 
isitsarmoury. Like the Nuclear 
Ferry, the Scramble Bug is 
built of virtually indestruct- 
ible materials, which reduces 
the need for too great a 
complex of weapons. From 


the domed control-cabin, the 
lone driver can operate the 
Bug's atomic laser cannons, 
triple-shot ground-to-air 
rockets, nuclear gas-shells 
and repeater hand-ratchet 
guns. All these, coupled with 
the Bug's ability to negotiate 
every type of terrain, make 
the Scramble Bug a most 
versatile and formidable craft 
- and one of S.W.O.R.D.'s 
greatest assets in wai 

The S.W.O.R.D. Moon Bus 
is basically designed to trans- 
port men and machines from 
A to B, but it is easily trans- 
formed into a lethal craft. Its 


SCRAMBLE BUG 


weapons consist of six rotat- 
ing rocket projectiles, smoke 
and oil-screen ejectors, hand- 
machine guns and laser 
slicers. 

The above vehicles, it can 
be seen, are built essentially 
to carry outa definite purpose, 
and the inclusion of weapons 
was an afterthought. Not so, 
however, with the S.W.O.R.D. 
Hovertank, This massive hunk 
of gliding death was built 
with the sole purpose of 
acting as S.W.O.R.D.'s body- 
guard. Whenever a touch- 
down is made on anew planet, 
the Hovertank is one of the 
first to be landed. 

Though not excessively fast 
moving, its weapons have the 
greatest range of all 
S.W.O.R.D. armoury and are 
the most effective. The twin, 
rotating solar cannons can 
destroy an entire city the 
size of London in less than 
fifteen minutes. 

This then, briefly, is Project 
S.W.O.R.D.'s invaluable - 
and deadly — defence network. 

Experience has proved that 
when man goes out to mine a 
new world for life-giving ores 
and minerals, he may also 
unwittingly be going to battle! 
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aid-sized' construction-area at your 
disposal, you will have to settle for some- 
thing less ambitious! You will have to 
exercise your ingenuity and initiative, as a 
Spectrum Shade, In building your own 
base of operations, with what space and 


materials are available. Below are a few 
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an old bucket, filled with bricks to support vertical pole. 
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VRUUUUUUUM! 
Thunder blasted Glenn 
Field Space rt as, with 
a fantastic roar, Zero X 
lifted from its runway and 
soared majestically into 
the air. Another routine 
journey into space wa: 
beginning. . . 

Inside the 
spaceship, the pilot, Paul 
Travers, watched the radio 
controlled Lifting Bodies 
‘swerve away and return to 
Earth. Now, Zero X gained 
tremendous speed and 
headed like a missile for 
a distant corner of the 
galaxy. 

What would they find 
there? Paul thought. They 
had so little to go on. dust 


faint signals beamed to Earth 

.. and a garbled request 
for—what? The communica- 
tions experts had been un- 
able to tell them. The signals 
had faded into nothingness 
at the vital moment. All they 
could do now was to wait— 
and hope! 

“Boy! How I'd like to be 
lapping up that leave I'm due 
for. You know, basking on 
golden sands and watching 
the tide sweeping in," mused 
Greg Martin. 

Doc Pierce laughed. “Later, 
Greg, But maybe you will any- 
way—out there!” He pointed 
at the viewport where the 
blurred void flashed by. 

Brad Newman, their navi- 
gator, stretched his long legs 
and looked at Paul. "Think 
we'll discover anything in- 
teresting?" he asked. 

Paul shrugged. “I don't 
know, Brad. Wish | did!" He 
lapsed into silence. If only 
they knew what the signals 


B 


had said, But, time would tell 
—when they finally reached 
their destination , 


EEKS later, and Zero 

X orbited the strange 
planet called Mynoza Il. A 
yellowy planet hanging in 
the velvet void—many mil- 
lions of miles away from 
Earth. Watching from Zero 
X, the spacemen could see 
the surface of Myno; 
could make out the strag- 


gling cities scattered 
through lush, tropical 
growth. Here and there 


large areas of brush had 
been destroyed and the 
soil lay bare—dea 

Climbing into the MEV, 
Paul grinned at Brad. "Keep 
in touch," he said. 


/ 


Brad watched the explora- 
tion yehicle rocket towards 
the strange planet. Just once, 
he thought, I'd enjoy going 
down with them, He knew 
somebody had to stay with 
Zero X in orbit but—did it 
always have to be Brad 
Newman? 


YNOZA II was deathly 
still. Not a breeze 
ruffled the lush growth and 
the three spacemen stood 
outside: their vehicle—ex- 
pectant, alert, cautious, 

“Jumping catfish!” Greg 
exploded. “Look at that!” 
He pointed dramatically... 

Paul felt the hairs on his 
neck stand on end. He'd 
encountered many weird 
creatures in his space 
travels but this was—well, 
it was ghostly! 

“It's a walking skele- 
ton," Doc Pierce said 
softly, “It's just skin 
and bone . . . look!" 


They looked. The thing 
emerged from a dense sec- 
tion of undergrowth. In the 
light they could almost see 
clear through jit-to the 
trees behind! It was tall and 
humanoid in shape, but there 
was a fragile appearance that, 
coupled with huge, flapping 
ears, made it seem more 
eerie than ever. 

Greetings, Earthmen,” a 
thin voice said. "Welcome to 
Mynoza. You have come in 
time. Now we can continue 
the fight..." 

“Fight!” Paul echoed. 

Doc and Greg exchanged 
worried glances. They, like 
Paul, hated getting involved 
in extra-terrestrial conflicts. 
Man was still a baby in space 
and it never paid to take sides 
when all the historical facts 
were missing. 

The Mynozian was puz- 


zled. “You answered our 
signals for help! Yes, a 
fight...” 


Paul grinned. “We came 
because we picked up weak 
signals. But, unfortunately, 
we did not hear the end of 
your message. We didn't 
know there was a conflict.” 

The Mynozian frowned. He 
slowly lowered his weird 
face as Paul spoke. He 
looked so helpless, so very 
disappointed. 

"We are an ancient race,” 
the alien explained, “For 
centuries we have been get- 
ting progressively weaker. 
We do not bother our ‘neigh- 
bours' nor do we wish to have 
them invade us .. . But, the 
Vultrans have done just that. 
Our weapons are powerless 
against Vultran armour and, 
unless you help us, Earthmen, 
we will perish!” 

Paul felt a surge of sym- 
pathy, Glancing at his com- 
panions, his eyes questioned 
them silently. 

“Help them, Paul," Doc 
replied. 

“I'm with him! Greg 
grinned, indicating the frail 
figure of the Mynozian. 

Paul smiled. He liked the 
fragile Mynozian, He said: 
“We'll do what we can but, 
first, tell us about the Vul- 
trans. What are they? Where 
are they?” 

The Mynozian opened his 
mouth to speak and, sud- 
denly, his face changed into 
a mask of fear. He quivered 
and, his enormous ears flap- 
ping, swung away from them. 


“Just look at that!" Doc 
exploded. 

Paul could understand 
Doc's surprise. None of them 
had witnessed anything quite 
like this before! The Myno- 
zian was travelling across the 
ground, not touching it, his 
gigantic flapping ears carry- 
ing him in the air, several 
Inches off his feet. 

“It's... impossible!" Greg 
said, shaking his head. 

Paul turned to reply and 
froze! 

Coming towards them, 
rounding the MEV, was a 
huge snail. It was as tall as 
a man and its shell-like 
armour glistened wetly. 

"Greg! Doc! Out of the 
wayl"" Paul shouted. 

The pair turned and stared 
in amazement at the crawling 
snail. Each shuddered. The 
creature was a frightening 
sight. 

“Is it going to attack?” 
Greg asked. He automatically 
drew his laser-gun, prepared 
for the worst, 

"Don't open fire yet!" Paul 
‘commanded. “We don't know 
what...” 

Before he could finish, the 
air was filled with flapping 
sounds and ten Mynozians 
swooped into sight, heading 
straight for the slimy snail. 
The spacemen watched, 
breathlessly, as the Myno- 
zians futilely attacked the 
snail creature from all sides, 
with dagger-like weapons. 


Then... 
Thin projectiles shot out 
from the snail's shell and 


streamers of liquid fire 
spurted. Deafening explo- 
sions ripped the air apart as 
the burning streams narrowly 
missed theirtargets. Stunned, 
four of the Mynozians flap- 
ped, flopped and fell to the 
ground 

“Your lasers—quick!" Paul 
barked at the others, 

Three beams of deadly 
light seared across the space 
and bounced off the im- 
penetrable shell-armour, even 
as Paul darted to avoid 


another fiery blast from the 
snail. 

Paul was reluctant to kill 
the creature yet. But he felt 
compelled to save his new 
friends, the Mynozians. "Full- 
power," he ordered, aiming 
his laser-gun again.” 

The lasers blasted—but 
missed, as Mynozians came 
between the spacemen and 
their target, Paul frowned. 
That had been dangerously 
close! If they hadn't lifted 
their sights, the whirling, ear 
flapping skeleton-men would 
surely have been hit. 

One Mynozian fell, his body 


trapped as the crawling snall 
began to slither over him... 

Then, next moment, the 
snail reared, its liquid-fire 
stopping completely! 

With a tremendous shud- 
der, the snail collapsed—on 
its side, leaving the Mynozian 
unharmed. 

Doc raced to the snail and 
examined it, hurriedly. When 
he rose, he held a small, 
tapering rod aloft, “The snail 
—it's paralysed! This neutral- 
ised our enemy,” he an- 
nounced. “The undersides 
are tender and the Mynozian's 
weapon strucka nerve-centre. 
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Action — that was the key-word for twelve months of unhalting disasters and inter-planetary 
incidents, which left the world gasping. An unceasing flow of reports poured into the offices 
of TV2I Newspaper. Reporters raced across the galaxy to relay the incidents. Copywriters 
and printers worked into the small hours while the news-categorizing computers emitted a 
continual ‘tape’ of dramatic developments. 

To recount them all would be impossible. But, nevertheless, a ‘news-hungry’ world 
remained awestricken in recollection of one ‘natural’ disaster which occurred, hardly with- 
out warning — to leave its mark ingrained upon the minds of men and women who had 
forgotten that such things could happen — even in 2069! 
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Where were they? That was the big 
question which had puzzled astron- 
omers for the past three years. 

The Leonid meteors, which recurred 
every 33} years, had been due to 
appear In the heavens in 2066, 

Somehow, their course in space 
had been altered to delay them. 

When they finally came, would they 
be a threat to earth? Scientists said 
no. They believed that the 48,000-odd 
objects would by-pass our planet. 

But they could not be sure. . 

Four a.m.; San José; October 10th. 

The city slept, save for the police 
night-patrols and the shift-workers at 
the outlying lumber-mills. 

But beyond the city's outskirts, 
astronomers at the Lick Observatory 


Slide rules were brought from 
cases; computer buttons depressed. 
The scientists soon realized the awful 
truth. The meteors were heading 
directly for earth! The Californian city 
of San José would receive the full 
impact of the meteor shower. 

Instantly, a danger signal was trans- 
mitted to the city, 

Seconds later, the city's emergency 
services went into action. Fire- engines 
hurtled through the dark streets, to 
take up Strategic positions: before the 
meteors struck, 

The thousands of sleepy inhabitants 
roused to blaring megaphones, 
mounted upon the racifig police-cars. 

Instructions were implicit. Evacuate 
the city. 


crushing buildings in their path. Now 
the lumber-mills were devastated be- 
neath a blinding sheet of falling rock- 
like substance. 

Machinery was pulverised, 

The colossal petroleum refineries 
bordering the city were next in the line 
of destruction. Angry flames licked 
skywards from the wrecked tanks, 

The carnage continued for a full 
thirty minutes. 

As unexpectedly as it began, the 
‘shower’ ceased. Silence enwrapped 
the city again. But now, no one slept. 

First light. The World Government 
declared it safe for the rescue workers 
to pour into San José. Dismayed faces 
stared at the pounded ruins. But, 
somehow, the unending mound of 


DEATH OF A CITY 


continued their watch upon the skies. 
Ultra-powerful radio-telescopes 
scanned the dark blanket which 
enveloped the earth. eis 
Suddenly, the powerful lenses 
focused upon a moving object. It 
seemed to be hurtling across space. 
One of the astronomers turned to a 
large wall-chart. But 
‘outline’ was NOT one of the sched- 
uled World Space Patrol flights. 
Full-magnetism was applied to the 
lenses for a concentrated view. Then 
the night-team made a startling dis- 


covery, It was not just one object they. 


were viewing — but many! A brief 
consultation - hasty checking — and 
the men agreed, They had sighted 
the long-missing Leonid shower! 
They set up their cameras. Were 
they the first to notice the ‘fireballs’ in 
the sky that gloomy night? The pictures 
would create world-wide interest, 
Then it occurred to them. Would 
earth be in the meteors’ flight-path. 


the sighted 


There could be no telling how 
severe the shower would be. 

But how near were the meteors? 

Lick Observatory announced they 
were within the atmosphere - a few 
miles up, Precious moments remained. 

In the panic-stricken city, streams of 


“cars poured over the exit motorways. 


‘Then a weird, almost uncanny 
‘whistling’ echoed above. Anxious 
faces gazed upwards. For 
escape would never come. Already, it 
was too late. /t was raining meteorites! 

A torrent of burning matter pounded 
earthwards. The overloaded motor- 
way flyovers shuddered beneath the 
repeated blows. Where the falls were 
heaviest, cars were crushed. 

Then, suddenly, the entire raised 
motorway complex shuddered and 
collapsed. Throngs of people were 
able to leap to cover and safety. But 
others were not so lucky. 

The space ‘invaders’ were diving in 
across the entire city, relentlessly 


many, — 


rubble had to be cleared. Fires still 
raged at the refineries, Teams of fire- 
men sped to the worst-hit areas. But 


the intense heat had wreaked its own 


path of complete devastation. San 
José was a ‘dead’ city. The shocked 
survivors filtered into other parts of 
the state — seeking refuge with sym- 
pathetic relatives, or hurrying for the 
newly-erected shelter-camps. 

It was announced that 50 million 
dollars'worthofdamage had beendone, 

‘The Leonid meteor shower had 

taken its toll. 
_ But one enlightening factor emerged 
from the ruins of the western city — 
though to the survivors of San José 
it would offer little comfort, 

The night the city ‘died’, the Leonid 
meteors ‘died’, too. Embedded amid 
the heaped rubble of a once-prosper- 
ous city, the expended ‘invasion’ force 
would never again race uncontrolled 
across the Solar System — ready to 
strike with such little warning! 
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